LOTH AIR.                                 393

ceding adventures. At any rate, tie will not have the
assistance of my Lord Cardinal.'

* Theodora was a remarkable woman on many Exjcounts,1
said Mr. Phoebus, * but particularly on this, that, although
one of the most beautiful women that ever existed, she was
adored by beautiful women. My wife adored her; Buphro-
8yne, who has no enthusiasm, adored her; the Princess of
Tivoli, the most capricious being probably that ever existed,
adored, and always adored, Theodora. I think it must
have been that there was on her part a total absence of
vanity, and this the more strange in one whose vocation in
her earlier Hfe had been to attract and live on popular
applause; but I have seen her quit theatres ringing with
admiration and enter her carriage with the serenity of a
Phidian muse.'

11 adored her,' said Lothair, 'but I never could quite
solve her character. Perhaps it was too rich and deep for
rapid comprehension.'

'We shall never perhaps see her like again,' said Mr.
Phoobus. ' It was a rare combination, peculiar to the
Tyrrhenian sea. I am satisfied that we must go there to
find the pure Hellenic blood, and from thence it got to
Borne.'

4 "We may not see her like again, but we may see her
again/ said Lothair; * and sometimes I think she is always
hovering over me.'

In this vein, when they were alone, they were frequently
speaking of the departed; and one day (it was before the
arrival of Prince Agathonides), Mr. Phoebus said to
Lothair, ' We will ride this morning to what we call the
grove of Daphne. It is a real laurel grove. Some of the
trees must be immemorial, and deserve to have been
sacred, if once they were not so. In their huge grotesque
forms you would not easily recognise your polished friends
of Europe, so trim and glossy and shrnbliko. The people